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APRIL 


maiden, winged, and robed in green, crowned with 
a garland of myrtle and hawthorn buds, holding 
in one hand primroses and violets, and in the 
other the sign of the zodiac, Taurus ; into which 
constellation it enters on the 19th of the month. 
It is the only month in the year which is not 
called after the Roman deities. Its name is derived 
from the Latin word aperire , to open, because the 
earth opens itself and produces its fruit. The 
Romans dedicated this month to Venus. The 
Saxons termed it Ester, or Easter monat : either 
from the feast of their goddess Eastre, Easter, or 
Eoster, or because the winds blow generally from 
the east at this season. 

The new-born Daisies now stud the ground, and 
a sweet flush of new green has started up to the 
face of the meadows, and the low and creeping 
plants push forth their various shaped leaves, stars, 
fans, blades, fingers, and a score of other fanciful 
forms. 

“ Break from your chains, ye lingering streams. 

Rise blossoms, from your wintry dreams ; 

Drear fields, your robes of verdure take ; 

Birds, from your trance of silence wake j 
Glad trees, resume your leafy crown ; 

Shrubs, o’er the mirror brooks look down ; 

Bland zephyrs, wheresoe’er ye stray, 

The spring doth call you, come away. 

Thou too, my soul, with quicken’d force. 

Pursue thy brief, thy measured course ; 

With grateful zeal each power employ 3 
Catch vigour from creation’s- joy 3 
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And deeply, on thy shortened span, 

Stamp love to God, and love to man.” 

It is true that a large portion of this tangled wil- 
derness is neglected by the casual observer, or 
dismissed from his regard as useless and noxious 
weeds. Let the following lines be a sufficient 
reproof. 

“ How many plants— we call them weeds, 
Against our wishes grow ; 

And scatter far their various seeds, 

With all the winds that blew. 

“ Man grumbles when he sees them rise 
To foul his husbandry ; 

Kind providence this way supplies 
His lesser family. 

“Scattered and small, they ’scape our eyes. 

But are not wasted there ; 

Safe they in clefts and furrows lie, 

The little birds find where.” 

Spring disdains not the moist-eyed April : like 
childhood, this sweet month has rich drops between 
her sunshine ; but, like it, she sows in tears only 
to reap in joy. 
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